moment while his heart went 0% a little too fast and a
little too lightly, cursing his grandson for a furious
moment; sat so still that Simon looked back and found
him gazing quietly out across the land- Simon raised his
voice a little*

"He got offen de two o9 clock train/5 he continued.
"Jumped off de wrong side and lit out though de
woods. Section han5 seed ?im. Only he ain9t never come
out home yit when I lef. I thought he wuz wid you,
maybe." Dust spun beneath the horses* feet and moiled
in a sluggish cloud behind. Against the thickening
hedgerows their shadow rushed in failing surges, with
twinkling spokes and high-stepping legs in a futility
of motion without progress. "Wouldn't even git off at
de dee-po,M Simon continued* with a kind of fretted
exasperation^ "de dee-po his own folks built. Jumpin9
off de bline side like a hobo. He never even had on no
sojer-clothes, Jes5 a suit? like a drummer er somethin*.
And when I 'members dera shiny boots and dem light
yaller pants and dat ?ere double-jinted backin9-up strop
he wo9 home las9 year . . .?? He turned and looked back
again. "Gunnel, you reckon dem foreign folks is done
somethin5 ter him?59

"What do you mean?" Bayard demanded. "Is he
lame?"

"I mean, him sneakin* into his own town. Sneakin5
into town on de ve'y railroad his own gran-pappy built,
jes? like he wuz trash. Bern foreign folks done done
somethin9 ter him, er dey done sot dey po-lice atter
him, I kep' a-tellin' him when he fust went off to dat
?ere foreign war him and Mr. Johnny neither never had
no business at------??

"iJrive on!" Bayard said. "Drive on? damn your
black hide.55